7 he Taming of the Shrew,. 

Then hath beenc taught by any of my trade, 

.And therein* in writing fair ely drawne. 

Bian. Why, I am paftmy gamouth long agoe, 

Hor. Yet read the gamouth of Hortentio. 

Burn, gamouth I am the ground of all a ccord : 
re, to plead Hortenjio’s palfion : 

Beetne, Bianca take him for thy Lord 
Cfaut , thatloues with all affc&ion : 

I) fo l re, one Cliffe, two notes hauc I , 

Slami , fljow pitty or I die. 

Call you this gamouth? tut I like it not, 

Oldfafliionsplcafe me beft, I am not fo nice 
To charge true rules for old inuentions. 

Enter a (JBfejfeuger. 

TKjcke. Miftrclfe your father prayes you leaue your bookes, 
And hclpe to drelle your filters chamber vp. 

You know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcete matters both, 1 mull be goo. 

Luc. Faith MilHctfc then I hauc no caufe to ftay. 

Hor. But I haue caufe to pry into this pedant. 

Me thinkes he lookesas though he was in ioucj 
Yet if thy thoughts Bianca be lo humble 
To calt thy wandting eieson cuery ftalc: 

Seize thee that Lilt, if once 1 finde thee ranging, 

fiortenfio will be quit with th cc by changing. Exit, 

Enter Baptist, gremio, Tranie, Katherine, Bianca t and others 
attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, this is the pointed day 
That Katherine and Petruchio fliould be married. 

And yet we heare not of our fonne in Law : 

What will befaid. what mockery willitbe / 

To want the Bride-groome when the Pricft attends 
To fpeake the ceremonial! rites of marriage ? 

What faies Lttcentio to thislhame of ours i 

Kate. Nolhamebutmine: 1 muft forfooth be for ft 
To giue my hand oppos’d againft my heart 
Vnto a mad-braine rudesby full of fplecne, 

V^be woo'd in hafte, and mcancs to wed at leifure 
. . ;T .. I 



fhe Taming of the Shrew. 

I told you I , he was a framicke foole. 

Hiding ms hitter lefts in blunt behauiour, 

/nd to be noted for a mer, y man ; 

Hee’ll wooc a chouftnd, point t he day of marriage, 

Mike friends, inuite, and proclaimethe banes, 

Yet neuer meancs to wed where he hath woo’da 
flow muft the world point at poore Katherine t 
ji D d fay, loe, there is mad Petruchio' s wife 
If it would plcafe him come and marrie her. 

Era. Patience good Katherine and Baptifiatoo , 

Vponmy life Petruchio meant* but well, 

Whateuer fortune ftayes him from his word. 

Though he be blunt , I knew him palling wife. 

Though he be merry, yet withall he’s honeft. 

Kate. Would Katherine hadneuerfeen though, 

Exit weeping. 

Bap, 1 Go girle. I cannot blame dree how to weepe, 

Forfuch aniniurie would vexe a veric Saint, 

Much more a Ihrew of impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Mafter , mafter, newes , and fuch newes as you ncuesc 
heard of, 

Bap. Isitnewandold too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not newes to hcarc of Petruchto’s comming? 

. Bap. Ishecome ? 

Bion, Why no fir? 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is comming,. 

Bap. When will he be fieere? 

Bion. When heftands where I am, and fees you there, 

'Era. But fay, what to thine oldc newes? 

Bion Why ‘Petruchio is comming, in a new hat and an olds 
iCikin apaireof old breeches thrice turn’d ; apaireofbootesthat 
i.me beene candle- calcs, one buckledj another lac’d tan old rufty 
word cane out of the Tcwne Armory, with a broken hilt, and 
£ a ptleHe; with two broken points :-hishorfe hip’d with an olde 
^t ; Ld ilc, and ftirropsof no kindred : befides polTeft with the 
ganters and liketomofeituhe chine, troubled with chcLatn- 
? >ue, tnfeacd wuh the felbions, full of Windfalls, fped with 

Spauinsi 


